TREATS
by the fireside in a cosy room make for intimacy and comfort.
We donate large, handsome, inhuman dolls, which close
their eyes ancj taik3 when all the world knows that Jemima
Ragbag is the indispensable toy. And, by behaving in
this eccentric way, we are all the time showing that
we do not understand what constitutes a treat, and we
are conspicuously and ignominiously failing to provide
treats.
Is it any wonder that Gilbert Chesterton once said that the
present age, being greedy and pleasure-mad, had lost the
sense of treats ? It is no wonder at all. Chesterton's own idea
of a treat was probably something like having his dinner on
the floor; and this is a good enough treat, if one fancies it.
It is much better, I am sure, than having tea out of doors,
which for me is no treat at all. And yet there are many to
whom having tea out of doors is a lovely treat Spiders, cater-
pillars, and other acute discomforts do not daunt such as
these. Awkward chairs, unruly crumbs, and a plague of gnats,
with triumphant wasps to conclude, do nothing to dismay the
tea-out-of-doors fanatics. They have the sense of a treat; and
it is enough.
The most uncomfortable tea I ever had was in a luxurious
home where everything, from the urn to the bread-and-
butter plates, was made of solid silver. There was no treat in
this, since one could not exploit the quality of one's plate by
throwing it about the room* For all the advantage which
silver gave, therefore, in its unbreakableness, was to be seen
a disadvantage, in its weight and the consequent solemnity
of the party. I could not help thinking at the time what a
treat it would be to be among friends, even though saucers
and cups, marked with the names of different hotels or rail-
ways, did not match, and even though, having been bought
piece-meal at the local market, they were thick, chipped^ and
discoloured. No treat was to be found in silver* I doubt if a
treat is ever to be found there.
14